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"Come over." As always, his wary voice paused like he didn't even understand what he was saying. "Please." 


It didn't matter what day it was. It could've been Christmas day, and Brian would still be calling him at 3 in the 
morning on a bad trip, begging him to come over. He didn't care honestly, how pregnant Anita was with Keith's 
child, how often Keith told him he didn't want to be with him, he would pray into the telephone as it rang that 
his guitarist would drop everything, come over and hold him until his fucked up high would pass. 


"What the fuck--" The voice on the other end groaned, "Brain, stop fucking calling me in the middle of the 
night." 


'|--" Another pause as he searched for words. "I really need you right now. | went to a party and someone 
gave me some pills so- So | took some. And- And | dont think they mixed right with the uh- The drink | had. | 
think-- | think I'm dying." 


"You always think you're dying. Just go to sleep." Keith sighed, " I'm hanging up now-" 
"No! No- l-- Please, just come over. Please? | promise, I-- | wont call again." 


Keith grunted, obviously tired, Brian knew it was rare he slept much. He heard the other stand up from his 
bed, set the phone down and mutter something to Anita, who whined in protest. 


‘tll just be a few hours: 

‘He deserves to be scared’ 

‘| know- ‘Nita, | don't have a choice, he'll just keep calling: 
‘Why can't you tell him to leave us alone?" 

‘I've tried, he doesn't listen! 

She sighed. 


‘Fine: 
The phone was picked back up, 
"lm going to call a cab, I'll be there in an hour." 


He didn't have time to shower Keith in thank you's because he hung the phone up right in the middle of the 


blondes relieved sigh. 


He sat in the middle of his bed, that was big enough to fit four people, and played with his hair for what left 
like a lifetime. What once felt like silk felt to be like straw. his hair was a pretty golden colour not even a year 
ago, but was just dull with broken ends now. Keith would always play with his hair after they had sex, tell him 
he had the prettiest hair in the world. 


The last time they had sex Keith wouldn't even touch him. When Brian asked whats wrong all that was said 


was a small mumble of, 
“Nita's pregnant." 
Brian didn't know what to say to it, so he left. 


He was a mess. Even more of a mess than he used to be. The bags under his eyes were only more swollen, 
his skin even more pale. He drank constantly now. Mixed pills everyday. He couldn't stand for long periods of 
time without beginning to shake. Anna worried, but not enough to not run off to London to go clubbing every 


weekend. 


He let out a shaking sigh and put his face into his hands, discovering he was crying. He was always over 


emotional. 


How did this even happen? He didn't ever want to be a pop star. He just wanted to play blues music is all. All 
that he's done is get kicked out of his own band. He can't even walk outside his house with flashes from the 
bushes and his photo on front of the newspaper. 

"Brian" 

The blonde snapped his head up and towards the door of his room. Even through the haziness of the high and 
his tears he could perfectly make out the skinny figure a few feet from him. For the first time in weeks, he 
found a genuine smile on his lips. 


"Keith" He breathed out the others name like he was God. 


"Your front door was unlocked. You really shouldn't do that, paparazzi man, they'll break right into your house." 
Brian wasn't listening though, he was trying to balance himself as he attempted to walk over to the other. 


"You're fucked" Keith sighed and grabbed Brian by his arm, pulling him back to his bed. "When are you gonna 
realize you're actually gonna kill yourself doing this every night? Hm? You're not livin’ past 30, you know that?" 


"Yeah," Brian lost himself in Keith's eyes. Such pretty eyes. "I know." 

The taller shook his head and grabbed Brian's hand, but didn't look at him. He stared around the room, licking 
his lips and rubbed over Brian's knuckles with his thumb. He opened his mouth to say something, but nothing 
came out. Brian smiled though, leaning in, pressing a kiss to the corner of Keith's lips. 

"| love you." He said against the others face. 

| know you do." 

Brian let out a small, sad laugh as he pulled his hand away from Keith's. 

"Are you excited?" 

"About what, Brian?" 

"The baby. He's due next month isn't he? | hope he looks like you." 

Keith shrugged, "Yeah, | guess I'm excited. How you know its gonna be a boy?" 


"I just do." Brian laid down, "You always wanted a boy didn't you?" 


"Well, | never wanted kids. Especially now, but y'know.. Not much | can do ‘bout this. ‘Nita's more into it than 


me. 


"I'm sure she is." 


There was silence and an awkward tension that could be cut with a knife. Brian huffed and began to sit back 
up, beginning to actually feel like himself finally. 


"I think I'm going to take a bath. You're welcome to join me unless of course you want to get back to Anita l'm 


sure she'd want you at home--" 


He was cut off by Keith attacking his face with his own. It was the only way to put it. It wasn't soft, or 


contentful, or sweet. Teeth clacked against each other and Brian was certain his lip was cut open. 


"Run away with me." Keith whispered against Brian's lips, "Right now. Lets just leave, yknow? Anywhere you 


wanna go." 


"What are you-" Brian pushed the other away, keeping his hand on Keith's chest incase he tried to charge at 
him again. He could feel blood gathering at his mouth, proving him right. "What the fuck are you talking about?" 


Keith grabbed Brian's hands and pulled him up off the bed, 
"Lets just go. How great would that be? Y'know, no band, no nothin’. Just you and me." 
"Your girlfriend is the size of a house with your child, Keith-" 


"| don't want children! | never have!" Keith let go of Brian, smiling. Brian hadn't ever seen someone this scared. 


Not even himself. "Just you and me Bri. Just like how we wanted, yknow?" 

The blonde watched as Keith had a meltdown in front of him. He rambled on and on about leaving. He paced the 
room, his fingers running through his hair constantly, talking with his hands, laughing. But it was such a 
petrified laugh. Keith eventually pressed his back to the wall and slid down it, heaving in breaths. 


"I can't do it, Brian" He was shaking viciously. "| can't have a child- Fuck- A baby. Not with Anita. | love her, | 
really do- but... But we're gonna be awful. We cant raise a baby! A fucking baby!" 


Brian slowly walked towards Keith and got down onto his knees, raising Keith's head to look at him. He was 


horrified His eyes looked almost black with fear. 
"Keith" He gave him a small kiss, "You'll be fine." 
"Thats all you're gonna say about it?" 

"That's all | can say." 


Keith stood up and rushed past Brian, 


"Im gonna leave. You're fine now, right? Dont need me no more?" 
Brian smiled from the floor, 

"Yeah. l'm fine” 

Keith nodded, licking his lips again and walked out of the room. Brian stayed seated on the red carpet, closing 
his eyes and breathing in and out steadily. He didn't even flinch when the sound of Keith footsteps came back 


to his room, or when he bent down and kissed the side of his neck and whispered, 


"| love you too." 


He left again, but didn't come back. He left Brian with a smile on his face though, which is all what matters he 


guessed. 


